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7. No condition of term of subscription to THE JOURNAL is imposed. Guessers must be women and girls, and necessarily thev must be
readers of THE JOURNAL, but they may read the story in THE JOURNAL taken by any member of the family, and need'not be regular
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Chap. LIX..Into the Depths.
'Stop! I5y all- "

The doctor's exclamation was for me. l

had staggered back, but an Immediate fear
drove me. with no time for explanation, to
hurried pursuit.
'?Out of the way!" I cried, violently; he

mustn't escape!" .r

He would bare barred my passage. I
mine against him with a shock that sent
him reeling. As his hands clutched vainly
in the air I rushed from the room and from
the house. '

With my flrst plunge into the street
A welcome stream of fire ran across the

,d in a moment an explosive shook
the city like the bursting open of the gates
of torment.
Amid flood and storm and the numbing

slam of thunder the tragedy of the night
was drawing to its ©lose.
Momentarily I saw.a black mote in that

flickering violet Iransparency.the figure of
lMike, us h»* ran before me. bobbing up and
down like the shadow of the Invlsinle man.
Drawn by a sure instinct, he was heading
for the mill, as I had dreaded he would be.
and every nerve must T strain to overtake
lilru. now goaded by fear aud triumph to

| maniacal frenzy, if I wished to save Jason
from his hands.
But half the distance was cered when

the rain swept down in one blinding sheet,
that lashed the gutters into froth a foot
high and numbed the soul with Its tenitie-
up roar.
On I staggered, knowing only for my com¬

fort that the pursued must needs' labor
against no less resistance than the pursuer.
Inch by inch I fought my way. taking ad¬
vantage of every buttress and coign of,
shelter that presented itself: leaping aside
with thump-heart from the crash of falling
tiles or dropping swing of-branches, as the]wind flung tlieiu right and left in its pass¬
ing; now stumbling aud regaining my feet,
shoulder to the storm, as if I edged my
way through a host of clamoring suitors dep¬
recating fhft outburst of divine wrath; non-
driven back a pace by some gust.a giant
among its fellows.iuch by inch I drove on
till the mill yard was reached; and all the
way I gained never a foot upon him I
strove to rim down.
Then, rushing along the yard, where com¬

parative shelter was, I found a thrill of
fear. In the midmost confusion of my
thoughts, for the safety of the -building It¬
self. For the voice of the mill tall smote
the roar of the elements and seamed to

ODD CALLINGS OF TWO WOMEN.
One Is a Brewer and the Other Is a

Are Ghicagoans.
Horse-Shoer.Both

Chicago has two women employed in nither unusual occupations. They are Mrs.
Magdalena Junk, a brewer, and Miss Alva Reed, a horse-shoer. Xine years ago, when
Uer husband died, Mrs. Magdalena Junk and her six children were living in a little
frame house. Five years ago she built h handsome stone house and moved her family
into it. Mrs. Junk Is proud of her home and proud of her business, and justly so.

Both are of her own building. Her husba
for her to carry on. The business was not
started. Time alone could tell whether she
Mr*.' Junk's gray stone mansion Is the w,i

Miss Reed is a young colored woman f
a blacksmith shop. The girl bad no brothers,
were all washed, she .would go Into her fall
knowledge she picked up there she is utili;
her work In horse-shoeing.
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Maude S..For enlarged pores use the
cawtsl's hair fitce scrubbing brush, a pure
soap, plenty of hot water, with thorough
rinsing after the scrubbing. It takes some¬
times two or three years to cure enlarged
pores, but It cart* be done by this process.
Mrs. J. B. I)...Formula for cucumber

cs't-anj was givei^ In the Journal of May
6. If you will send me your address I will
write you concerning the brush.
UHluii Gray.(Jlycerine has never been in

my experience used successfully a forte to
wkiten the skin. It is a great absorbent
of moisture also, and unless fixed with
watejr or rose water it in very drying. I
will give the formula you ask for later.
Amabel, B. A., M. J. W\. Mrs. Elbero.

If you send me your persona! addresses I
will give you the Information you desire.
I cannot do so through the eolnnis of the
paper. HARRIET HUBBARD AYEIt.

»SIie Is a wise woman who can smile when
.he gets up, ami who can go to sleep with
a smite, for In this way she. greets the
coming day, aud at the end of it she has
blotted out all the disagreeables.

>Jbc Is a wise woman who can smile at
. compliment and forget It.

nd did not leave an established business
established when he died. It had just been
would make n success or a failure. Hut
tness of her success.

rotn South Carolina. Her father owned
and so, after school hours, when her dishes
ler's smithy and work and play. The
ling now. Hhe Is making quite a success of

. THE TALE OF THE FAN.

The following Chinese legend accounts
for the Invention of the fan In a rather in¬
genious fashion: "The beautiful Kan SI.
daughter of a powerful Mnndarin. was as¬

sisting at the feast of lanterns; when she
became overpowered by the heat, and was

compelled to take off her mask. As it was

against all rule and custom to expose her
face, she held her mask before It, and
gently fluttered it to cool herself. The
court ladies present noticed the movement
aud In an Instant oue hundred of them
were waving their masks.
"From this Incident came the birth of the,

fan, and to-aay takes the place of the
mask In that country.'"

THE FOtTR-LEAF CLOVER.
£

The Irish maiden gathers the shamrock
and puts it In her shoe, tirmly helieving
that the first man of her own condition in
life that she meets, or one of his name,
will be her future husband.
The American girl flnd3 a foui>leaved

clover, and laying it near her heart repeats:
"One leaf for fame and one fop.wealth,
And one for a faithful lover,

Aud one to give you glowing health.
Are In the four-leaf clover."

j -HAGDALIrnA Junrc ~

silence It, and the foam of Its fury sprung
and danced above the high-walled channel
and flung Itself against the parapet of the
bridge" In gusts of frosty whiteness. And
in the little lulls came the whistle of slid¬
ing tlleS frcm the roof or snap of them
breaking from the walls; that it seemed
before long that nothing but a skeleton of
ancient timbers like the ribs and spars of
the phanton death-slilp would stand for the
blast to scream through.
Then I canie panting to tie mill, my

sou! so whelmed in the roar of all things
that room scarcely was for thought of those
two stark sleepers lying quiet above and
deaf forevermore to the hateful tumults of
life.came to the mill and on the instant
abandoned hope. For so it appeared that
in rushing from the door none had thought
to shut it. and the tempest had caught
and, near battering it from its hinges, had
dashed it. wrenohed and splintered, against
the wall of the passage beyond, and in such
way that no immediate human power
might close It. And there lay the way into
the building: open to all who listed, and If
.Tason had run thither, as I bade him.
These 1-hauglits Were, in pdsslng. I never

stayed my progress for them, but wlthont
pause/ leaped into the inclosed darkness
and osly then I stood stfll.
Instantly with my plunge into that pit of

blackness the hosts of the storm without
seemed to break and scatter before the
wind, shaken with low spasms of thunder
as they fled: but under my feet the racing
waters took up great cliouds of sound, so
that the whole buifdfn» TYarirbled and vi¬
brated with tlieir awful music.
This way and that I moved my head,

gasping its the gloom, not knowing "whither
to turn, though the loss of a moment might
mean the loss of a life. Tensely my ears
seemed to stiffen, agonizing for a voice-
some sound, any. that would give me a
clew to the whereabouts of those I sought.
None came to me but the clangorous boom
of water. Overstrung to a pitch of mad¬
ness. I felt tuy way to the foot of the
stairs, aud. stumbling, mounted in the
darkness and reached the first lauding.

AJ! was still as death. Perhaps it was
death come in a new shape, and stealthily

SWEATERS FOR WOMEN.
The Passing- of the Garment from

Masculine Realms Philosophically
Viewed.

The passing of lhe sweater from the
realm of exclusively masculine belongings
into the perfumed precincts of the feminine
wardrobe is,an event worthy of the atten¬
tion of social philosophers. It is a more sig¬
nificant change than the appropriation of
the masculine tie. the masculine collar and
the masculine waistcoat, which preceded
it. Those seizures indicated merely a de¬
sire for business, for what the shop girls
call "nattiness" and the old-fashioned wo-

meu call "mannishness." But the passing
of the sweater into feminine realms means

more than that.
In the first place the sweater is not an

object of beauty. Not even when a stock
collar,of satin ribbon and a silk lacing cord
have been added, can it be called an at¬
tractive garment. Not even when it is
woven In divers shades of silk and adorned
with puffed sleeves is it lovely. It l^tis no

mercy upon defects. The bones of the thin
woman and the superabundant curves of
the stout woman are visible beneath its
painfully truthful meslies. No seams 01

darts soften or shape the wearer's outlines
to beauty. And when women deliberately
take to their hearts a garment which Is
so relentless in revealing defects as the
sweater is. the inference is that comfort
has come to meail a great deal to them.
An optimist might almost be led to hope
that the days of feminine sanity were

numbered.
The adoption of the .sweater would alsc

seem to indicate that athletics had becoxm
a serious pursuit among women. The
sweater is the athletic article of attire pat
excellence. Its appearance in feminine
haberdasheries should be followed by a

large increase in the list of feminine row

ers and runners. In some of the women's
colleges, indeed, it has become an ac>

cepted part of the regulation sporting cos

fume. At Vassal- the girls race in graj
sweaters with big Ys embroidered in pin!
on the bosom, apd at Wellesley the crews
have adopted It instead of the old-fash
ioned blouse.
Meantime women who never walk wher

th.ey have the requisite sum for a street
car ride, buy sweaters with airy indif
ference as to the original purpose of tht
garments. They wear sweaters shopping
and marketing. Beneath their blazers 01

reefers one catches glimpses of the wover

silk stripes. They wear them as the inei

and women whose nautical experiences
are confined to the ferries wear yachting
caps. The redeeming feature of the at
fectatlon is that sweaters, like yachting
caps, are inexpensive and conifortable
And nowadays, when the woman who does
not pretend to some form of athletics i:
as raTe as black diamonds or white crows
the sweater is so really useful that its
adoption for unathletic- pursuits cannol
entirely destroy its prestige in its owr

field. j

The Orientals sajr: "All pleasures have
their proportion of woe."

lying somewhere to trip up my feet in
ghastly gauic of clowns. I dared not go
further: (lareil hardly to breathe.
As I stood, a ral began gnawing at the

skirting. The jar of Ills teeth was like the
turning of a rusty loek. The old supersti¬
tion about falling houses passed through
my mind. AYliat if the close night about
me were to be suddenly rent with the ex-
plosive splintering of great beams.with
the raining thunder of roof and cliimney-
stack pouring downward in one vast ruin,
of whlelt I should be the mangled palpitat¬
ing core 7
My body burst into a cold sweat. Per¬

haps. above all, the fear in me was that
death should find me with my mission un¬

accomplished; that I should have striven
and waited in vain. Merely to cease in
that pandemonium of wretchedness seemed
no great evil.
Shrinking, I would not push further to

the upper rooms, but felt my way down
the stairs once more. It was. at least,
hardly probable that Jason would have
rushed for asylum to the .very death cham¬
bers above. More likely was 1 to find him
crouching; unnerved, if still alive, in some
dark corner of one of the lower rooms.
As I descended into the passage I faucied

I heard a step coming toward me; and the
next moment a duslcv shape stood up be¬
tween me aud the dim oblong of lesser
darkness that marked where the front door
gaped open. I ran forward.grasped at It
blindly; and long arms were crooked about
me and held me as in a vise.
"Who's here?" cried Dr. Crackenthorpe,

in a mad voice. "Who is it? Say, Renalt
Trender. and let me choke the cursed life
out of him!"
His passion would hardly allow him to

articulate. He dragged me unresisting to
the door, up the yard and thrust his uglyface down till it almost touched mine.

"It Is!" he cried, with a* scream of fury."Look.look there! See what you've done!"
I had marked it already.a dull glow ris¬

ing over the houses and chimney tops that
lay between us and Chis'H street.a glowM'rithed with twisted skeins of smoke that
rolled heavily upward, coiling sluggishly in
the calm that had fallen.
"Look!" he screeched; "the priceless.treasures of a life--the glories I bartered

my soul for. doomed, in a moment, and byyour act! Oh. dog. for revenge!'"You lie!" I cried, outshrieking his ragewith a fury that half-shook him from hishold on me. "I had no part in it!" You
saw it. and you know! Go! Attend to yourown. I've deadlier work in hand."I tore myself free of him with a violencethat brought him on his knees and hurried
up the yard once more and into the pitchyhouse. He came upon me again while I wasfumbling in my pockets for a match, buthe put out no hand to me a second time"Listen, you," he said, and the wordsrose and burst from his throat like bub¬bles. "You have been a thorn in mv foot
ever since I trod this city. If vours wasn'tthe net. you were the cause. I would havekilled you both on the spot.you and youraccomplice-If the tire, blazing out on thecurtains, had left me time. Now you shallknow what it is to have made me desper¬ate.desperate, do you understand, you ftil
some cur? Better take a viper to bed with
you than the thought of my revenge!"'.Dr. Crackenthorpe." I said, verv coollv.
"you are a ruffian and a blackguard. Which
is the more desperate of us two is an openquestion. Anyhow. I fancy myself the
stronger. There's the door. If you remain
this side of it after I have counted twelve
you fry conclusions with the mill-tall yon¬der."

I had struek a match while I spoke and
kindled an oil lamp standing on a bracket.
Tills wrestle with an evil soul had braced
my nerves like a ionic.
He slapped baijk against the pissage wall,

staring at me and gasping. His face, 1
saw. was grimed with smoke and his coat
scorched in -plaees.

I began, to count, looking into his eyes
with a grim smile- had got as far as
nine without awakening movement on his

FOR SUMMER HOME-MAKERS.
Suggestions for Women Who

Are Straggling with the
Cottage Problems.

Advice Concerning Portieres, Wall
Papers and Furnishings of

Every Kind.

How many women choose their wallpa¬
pers with sublime disregard of the rooms
the papers are to cover and the lights
which will shine upon them? Every build¬
er and landlord Is conceded the proud privi¬
lege of covering walls with dyspeptic look¬
ing yellows and greens, designed to make
"sweet sixteen" herself look haggard, but
it is to be feared that many women who
select their own hangings are almost equal¬
ly negligent. In dimly lighted-rooms (lie
colors must be brighter to atone for the
lack of sunlight. Yellows and some warm
shades of red and reddish brown give a

cheerful aspect, even to dimly lighted
rooms. Ulues, grays and greens are cool
and give the effect of great sizp. Some of
the prettiest wall coverings are not of
paper, but of burlaps. This is jmrticularly
charming \n Summer cottages. An artis¬
tic example of the use of burlaps is seen
in a newly built house, where one room is
huug in the creamy-brown fabric below a

deep frieze of brown, stencilled in gold.
Curtains and portieres should bear at

least a faint family likeness to each other
when they are hung in the same room, and
they should both have their coloring deter¬
mined by the wallpaper. Of course, silk
or chenille portieres are not expected to
resemble dimity or muslin curtains, but
when the windows are draped with thick
materials they should be of practically the
same hues as the doorway draperies. The
vivid Eastern fabrics which show weird
but not unattractive figures on red, blue
and green backgrounds, are admirably
adapted for Summer hangings. They are

bright in coloi; without being "stuffy,"
which is a consummation seldom attained.

There are settees shown at the upholster-
ers' which almost tempt the woman whose
domain is a small boarding house ro.oni to
buy them. They are of oak sometimes, and
often they are staiued that cool and pleas¬
ing shade known as forest green. Some¬
times the backs and sides are of bamboo
and the seats of rattan or of Indian mat¬
ting, and this is postively the most Sum¬
merlike combination the manufacturer of
furniture lm« devised. Chairs, ordinary
lounges and the regulation articles of fur¬
niture come In it. Sometimes- the matting
Is plain. Sometimes it is striped or

plaided.
Denim covers sofas, chairs and tables in

these days. The good, old-fashioned blue
variety is the favorite, though the aesthetic
green has its admirers also. Empire wreaths
and bow knots are embroidered in white
upon the goods, and the effect is quite
decorative. This cannot be said of the
gorgeous red, bandannalike furniture shown
in some places. Chairs and sofas covered
with caudy cotton fabric in bandanna, hue

part, when a deadly yell rung through the
house, and tlie words died 011 my lips.

I felt the blood leave my face, sinking
like water in snow. There was 110 mistak¬
ing the direction from which the sound had
come. It issued from the haunted room-
there from the black end of the passage-

mouth of the cupboard that inclosed the
wheel.Duke, with a fearful smile on his
white face, and his head bent as if he lis¬
tened. And his black, glowing eyes, set in
pools of shadow, alone moved, fixing their
gaze steadily on mine as I came into their
vision.

"He was looking at me again across the glowing space, a grin
twisting up his mouth like a clog's."

from the core of hideous night, whose si¬
lence no storm could penetrate.
Once I looked at the face before me and

Saw my own terror reflected in It; theA I
sprung' for the dreadful place, sick, at
whatever cost, to solve the mystery of the
cry.
Groping for the heavy timbered door, I

came suddenly upon a wide, luminous
square, and almost fell into it. Then I
saw indeed that the door itself was open
and that a dim glow lighted the interior of
the room. Something else I saw in the
same instant.Duke, standing at the open

and pattern are, however, among the novel¬
ties of the season.

For upholstering a window seat or a

"corner" in a blue room, nothing can be
more delightful than the old-fashioned blue
and white homespun spreads which a few
fortunate women have inherited from their
gramUnotljers. Against a wall hung la
darker blue aud piled with cushions of
divers hues their effect is charming.

A FIGtURESQUE
MORNING GOWN.

COLONIAL TEA TRAYS.

Every woman who boasts distinguished
ancestry or a larse bank account has a

"colonial" tea tray among her possessions.
It la a highly polished, modern affair, pre¬
ferably of mahogany, surrounded by a

narrow rail of silver lattice work. It is

large enough to hold a goodly number ol

cups and the regulation afternoon tea ser

vice, and Its chief.charm lies In the fact
that it may be carried by its silver handles
from the dining room onto the piazza oi

lawn.

"Stop!" lie said. in a clear, low voice. He
need not have bidden nie. My limbs seemed
paralyzed.riiy heart stiffening with deadly
foreboding of some approaching wicked¬
ness.
A lighted lantern stood near him on the

floor, and threw a gigantic, distorted
shadow of him on the wall against the
window.
"Did you hear?" lie said. In a whisper

that thrilled to me where T stood. "Is it-
haunted, this room of yours? It seems so.
Listen!"
He leaned over and looked down into the

A CHAPTER ON STAINS.
Hints for Removing1 the Most Frequent

Bummer OJies.
Here is a list which every mother of

active, dirt-acquiring children should paste
in the lid of her trunk before she starts
on her Summer travels. It will be viflua-
ble also to sentimental young women who*
spoil their pretty frocks sitting on the
grass or leaning picturesquely against
greasy wagon wheels:
To remove fruit and vegetable stains

from white cotton and linen wash In weak
chlorine water and then in clear water, or

hold the stained portion, dampened, over

sulphur fumes and then rinse in clear
water. t

To remove spots caused by acids from
white cotton or linen wash the goods In

water and ammonia, the proportion being a

tablospoonful to a quart of water. Woollen
or colored gcmds should have the stains
rubbed with diluted ammonia water and
then with clear water. Grass stains in
white cotton or linen yield to washing with
alcohol. Similar stiftns in colored goods
should be treated first with a weak solu¬
tion of stannic chloride and then with clear
wqt<r. \
Pitch and tar stains will disappear from

white washable fabrics if treated in this
manner.
Moisten the spot with spirits of turpen¬

tine, rub well, put a sheet of blotting paper
over it, press with a hot iron and wash
with warm water and soap. To cl^an col¬
ored fabrics, dampen the spot, rub fresh
butter on it, then a strong lather of soap.
Wash this out with spirits of turpentine
and then with hot water.

FOR THE INVALID.

Scraped Meat Cake.Scrape one pound of
beef with a blunt knife and form the pulp
into a cake. Heat a stoneware plato very
hot. put the meat cake on it. Turn it
quickly to the other side and ferve with a

little salt, pepper and melted butter.

Chopped Meat with Shredded Biscuit-
Chop one-quarter of a pound of round steak
iu i> patent chopper. Separate a shredded
biscuit and cover each half with the meat.
Put it on the broiler and broil for one min¬
ute over a clear fire. Dust with salt and

pepper, add a bit of butter and serve at
once on a hot plate.

Egg Toast.Boll one egg for twenty min¬
utes. Stir together over the lire one-hall
tablespoonful each of butter and flour. Add
half a cupful of milk and stir till it bolls
Season with salt and a dash of pepper
Toast a round of bread to an even brown
Place it on a hot plate, pour over it th<

sauce and heap 011 top the yolk of the egi
passed through a sieve. Garnish with pars
ley. /

Stewed Figs.Soak a pound of pulled fig!
over night. In the morning cook slowly Un

til they are soft and fender. Take then
from the syrup. Add to it one bay lea
and reduce to a glaze. Pour it over the fig
and set away to cool.

nit. so that the upper half of his body was
plunged in black shadow. Simultaneously
an appalling scream rose from the depths,
and echoed away among the rafters above.
The marrow froze in mv bones. I strug¬

gled vainly to rush forward, but nay feet
would not obey my will.
..My God!" I muttered from a crackled

throat."my God!"
lie was looking at me again across the

glowing space, a grin twitching up ills
mouth like a dog's.
"If vou imove to come at me, he snld,

"I will leap down there and end it. He
wont thank you, though."
"Duke," I forced myself to mutter, at

length, in uncontrollable horror, "is It
Jason? Oh! be satisfied at last and God
will forgive you."
"Why, so I am!" he cried, with a whis¬

pering laugh. "But 1 never sent him downthere! He went of his own accord.a se¬
cret, snug hiding place. But he should
have waited longer; and who would have
though of looking so deep? It was his lean¬
ing over, as he came up. to put the lantern
where it stands that drew me."
In the sickness of my terror I saw it all.

Jason, flying back to the mill, mad with
fear, mad for the means to escape.Jason,who had already solved the mystery of the
treasure, and had only hitherto lacked the
courage necessary to a descent upon It
Jason, in his despair, had seized a light,bursr into the room of silence; had found
the wheel stopped and the key in the lock,
as I had left them: had, summoning his
last of manliness, gone down into the pit
and, returning, had met his fearful enemy
face to face.
"Jason!" I screamed; "Jason! Climb up!You are as strong as lie! Climb up ami

defy him! We are two to one!"
Even as the volume of my cry seemed to

strike a responsive weak echo from the
bowels of tile pit. I was conscious that Dr.
Craekenthorpe was breathing behind me
over my shoulder. And while the sound of
my voice ran from beam to beam in devil¬
ish harmonics, the cripple suddenly threw
up his arms with a quavering screech and
leaped upon the threshold of the cupboard.
"The man!" he yelled; "the dog, and now

the man! I know him at last!
Dr. Craekenthorpe broke past me with an

answering cry:
"He fired my house! Stop liim!
As he sprang forward Duke, with a sud¬

den swoop, seized the lantern from the
floor and flung it at hiin: and at the same
instant.as 1 saw by the flaming arc of
light it-made.clutched the rope and swung
himself into the vault. The lantern crashed
and was extinguished. The doctor uttered
a tierce oath. Spellbound 1 stood, and .or
half a dozen seconds, the weltering black¬
ness eddied with a ghastly silence. 1 uen
I heard the doctor fling past me, running
out of the room with a fearful exclamation
on his lips. and. as he went, scream after
scream rise from the depths, so that my
soul seemed to faint with the agony of it
Groping, staggering, my brain reeiiug, I

stumbled toward the sound.
.nolltll"God forgive inc." I whimpered. DeatB

is better than this."
Even with the thought a new uproar

broke upon my senses.the thunderous
heaving onrush of a mighty torrent of
water underfoot.
Tn a flash I knew what had happened.

The hideous creature had lifted the sluice
and turned the swollen flood upon the
" Th'en the past swept over me in a hur¬
ried panorama as my poor brain paused t"r

"who killed Moilrwl-How:uflld I*®
YVhnt 1* the mystery of tHike

S
What was the "in of my -

Whose portrait wns
father nailed to tlie axle of tlie

"iJow 'diil l)r. Craekenthorpe obtain

and many other of tlie
lems vexiim my Hie earn,e to i1"
swift succession, only to he passeil

dullness and left unanswered.
(To Be Concluded.)

HERE AND THERE.
His "man" is not a well-trained example

of British imperturbability, but a boy from
the Southern plantation where he lilnisMf
was born and bred. Consequently there are

frequent Interchanges of confidence be¬
tween master and servant, and the formef
has the advantage of the lattcr's unbiased
judgment and undirected action on many
subjects. The other day the employe was

was ordered to purchase and carry flowers
to a certain lady who was ill. In the course

of a few days came her thanks for the
bunch of immortelles so thoughtfully, If
not cheeringly sent." Whereupon the
nominal sender of the funereal offering
summoned liis agent and with choice in¬
vective demanded to know why immor¬
telles had been taken to a sick woman. .

"Well, -Marse Sewell." explained the

purchaser of the posey, "you say git any-

ihiu/' thet's purty. Dese year wah put y,
en'7de man say dey last fur evah, en

I cale'lated dat deys cheap enuff. so s

I can pav de laundry wif de change. I m

shuh I thought I wuz actln' fuh de bos'-.
And the employer reflected on the dlsad-

vantages of having a servant with views of

his own.

-so you live with Miss Lorlmer, who
writes such delightful verses! How I envy
you the companionship'"'

The young woman addressed gave her
sail(5r hat a vicious jab toward her eye¬
brows and snapped her lips together as

though forcibly to prevent her real feel¬
ings from finding vent. Then she change
her mind, opened her mouth, and spoke:
-Yes, Letitia Lorlmer and 1 live io-

gether," she said. "And she's charming
when she's sane. But I am tired o < tug
envied as fortunate when I ought to be ad¬
mire,1 as patient. I tell you after my ex¬

perience with Letitia I'd marry a-a cow

l,ov-rather than a genius It takes a

saint to endure life with even a good-
tempered feminine genius. Why. my dear,,
tha. woman, whose flame bqims most brill¬
iantly at midnight, does not scruple to wake

nie out of a beauty sleep to listen to an o e.

She forgets to order dinners her house

keeping week because she goes about
dreamlug of the proper combination of the
dactvl and the spondee. And I solemn .v

assure you that one evening she interrupted
a man who was paving the way for me to

refuse him by bursting into the drawing
room and crying out: "Genevieve, I ve

found it! I've found it! I've found a

rhyme for incomprehensible." And, or

course the man was too convulsed to go on.

Don't talk to me of companionship with a

genius!"
CHIFFON.

in the present rush of ocean travel the
, , wear ulsters wellbest dressed women

fitted with a large and small cape, and
either a stitched hat of the same goods or a

felt matching in color. The hoods one.

considered "the correct thing" are ban¬
ished antiquities.

^

'

She is a wise woman who can smile w'
the little worries are coming about
make licht o^ theiu.


